lows savour $ io\t % 

FaitHinfringcd : which fuchzcale did iweare. 

How will he Iconic? how will he {pend his wit t 
How will he triumph, lcape, andlaugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that euer I did ice, 

I would not hauc him know fo much by me, 

Bero . Nowrtep I forth towhipHypocrific. 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace hart thou thus to reproue 
Thefewormesfor louing, that arc mod in lou zi 
Your eyes doc make mo couches in your ccarcs. 

There is. no certaine PrincelTe that appearcs. 

You’ll not be periur’d, *cis a hatefull thing ; 

Tufb, none butMinftrels like of Sonneting, 

But are you not alham’d ? nay, arc younot 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’flioc ! 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fees 
But I a bcame doe findc in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fooi’ry haue Ifeenc* 

Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of tccnc : 

0 me, with what drift patience hauc 1 far, 

Tofeca Kingtranformedcoa Gnat l 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon tuning a Tygge ? 

And play atpufli-pin with the Boyes, 

And Criticke Timon laugh at idle toyles. 

Where liesthy griefe ? O tell me good ‘ Dumaine^ 

And gentle LongauiU \ where lies thy paine l 
And where my Liedges / all about the bred: 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Tcobicteris thyieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus tothyoucr-vicw ? 

Bcr Not you by me, but I betrayed to you* 

1 thacamhoneft,I thathold it finne 
Tobreakethevow I amingagedia, 

I am betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men ofinconftancie. 

When fhall you fee mewritc a thing in rime i 
Or gronefor loane? otfpend a minutes time. 

In pruning mce, when (hall you hcarcchat I yyilipraifc a hand,* 
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A true man or a theefe, that gallops fo. 

^ port from Louc, goodLouerletme go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Clowne, 

Taaae. God blcffc the King. 

Km. What prefent hart thou there? 
hew. Some ccrtainc treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing nr. 

Kin. If it tnarre nothing neither. . 

Kin. Where hadft thou it? 

Iaque. Of Cofiard. 

Kin?. Where hadft thou It ? 

Cot Of Dm Adramadio , <Dm*Adrm, tdio. 

kL How ««,*■* 1^1 Jol > 

Her A tov rov Liedge, a toy : your grace needes not teate ir. 

ilAXL.. 1.™ » - 

<Dwn. Itis Ber owners writing, aftd heere « hu na • 

B <?r. A.h you whorefon logger head you were borne to d m 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : Iconfelle, I confeffe. 

sir'. That you three fooles, lackc mec foole, to make vp the 

He, he, and you s and you my Liedge , and I , 

Are picke-purfcs inloue, and we deferueto die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and I (hall tell you more* 

D am. Now the number is euen. * _ , t 

Berov. Truetrue, wcarefoure : willtbcfe Turtles be gor 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walkafidc the true folkc,and let the tray tors way. 

Ber . Sweet Lords.fwect Louers, O let vs imbrace^ 

JT ' M 





